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Once outside, Barnardo "again and again" inhaled
"fresh draughts of the cool night air". The street was
narrow and mean; but it seemed "paradise" compared
with the "steaming fumes of that vile den".
Reaching home, he immediately took a hot bath;
then, looking in a glass, he had a shock: "I write soberly
when I declare that none of my friends would have recog-
nized the face I saw reflected there. Puffed and swollen,
red and livid ... a more professionally belligerent-looking
countenance could scarcely be imagined. Quite three weeks
elapsed before I was in a state to be visible. . . ."
Mick, however, still contended that Barnardo's experience
was second-rate: "Why, sir, I've know'd bugs that cute
they'd run up a wall and get on the ceilin' and drop down
'andy on a feller when they couldn't climb up a bedstead."
But Barnardo's adventures of faith were in no sense
limited to the precincts of lodging-houses and "pubs". In
the early days he was known as "The Young Man with
the Lantern"—and with reason; for between midnight and
3 a.m., by the light of his "bull's eye", from sheds, stables,
barges, barrels and crates, he rescued hundreds of forlorn
youngsters, leading them with paternal solicitude to his
Shelter of Love. But even when not so employed, rarely
did he rest before the small hours, and occasionally not till
dawn. His friend, Dr. Milne, said of him: "While others
slept, he wrought and studied."
Sometimes, during the Mission's infancy, when Barnardo
was preaching in the streets or carrying banners at the head
of a procession, buckets of slops were poured upon him from
upper windows. Often rotten apples, tomatoes or eggs were
shied at his head, and not always could he dodge a good
shot. More than once, dead cats, rabbits, or rats were
hurled down the skylights of halls in which he was preach-
ing ; while the humiliation of having his hat knocked off
and kicked into the gutter came his way more often than
he could recall, Such experiences, however, never dis-

